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human tragedy. The first girl to come up was sixteen. She was tall and slender. She burst out crying and I could not calm her. She sobbed so hysterically that Dr. Pump left his room and came in to see what was the matter with the patient The girl stood before us, naked, her body covered with scratches and blood, her thighs torn in ribbons of flesh
"Where do you come from*5* I asked gently. "Filtrowa Street," she cried*
Little by little I pried out her story. Her house had been burned and all the inhabitants forced out of their shelters by German grenades. She was with her mother. The Germans first searched everybody, then they attacked several women and even children. Six men abused the girt When her mother shook off her own assailants and flew to her child's defense, they killed her before her daughter.
We stood there numb with horror, Pump swwe under his breath. Yet he had seen more than one such case since he had come to work at the cainp.
"Examine her and write a report/* he told me curtly. He turned around and went back to his room. He sent her some milk and fresh rolls,
I examined sixteen cases that day, and all the time I was haunted by the fearful thought that my own littfe girl might be brought to the camp fll, hysterical, with her soul so bruised that it would not easily if ever heal, and with a body mauled and torn by hateful hands. From that day on I lay awake nights, tonneated by fears about Barbarka.
Among the sixteen women I had examined there was a thirteen-year-old with her twenty-mM-year-did mother, who was in the fourth month of pregnancy. They were both so sick that there was nothing we could do to save them. They both died on the same day. Before the mother died, we took down a statement from her that both die and the little girl had been raped by several men ia sue-